XXVIII
TO MY FATHER
PEACE and her huge invasion ttfihese shores Puts daily home; innumerable sails Dawn on the far horizon and draw near; Innumerable loves, uncounted hopes To our wild coasts, not darkling now, approach: Not now obscure, since thou and thine are there, And bright on the lone isle, the foundered reef, The long, resounding foreland. Pharos stands.
These are thy works, O father, these thy crown i Whether on high the air be pure, they shine Along the yellowing sunset, and all night Among the unnumbered stars of God they shine;